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The City of Kmikred Day
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nroulllard. chief onjrlnoer of the Nlquola
Irrigation dam, kocs out from camp to
Investigate) a stranuo light and finds an
automobile party camped at tho canyon
portal. Ho meets J. Wosley Cortwrlght
and his daughter, Qenovlevo, of tho auto
party and oxplalns tho reclamation work
to thorn. Cortwrlght sees In tho project
a big chnnco to, tnako money. Urotilllurd
la Impervious to hints from the financier,
who tellH Ocnevlcvo that tho onclneer
"Will como down and hook himself if tho
bait Is well covered." C'ortwrlRht ortran-Izo- s

a company and obtains government
contracts to furnlih power and material
for tho dam construction. A busy city
springs up nbout the site. Htevo Massln- -

threatens to tstnrt a Rold rush If
iroulllard docs not lnfluonco President

Ford to build a railroad branch to tho
plflco, thus opening nn easy market for
the ore from tho "I.lttlo Susan" inlno.
Droulllard and the company's promoter
elatfh.

If you were In lovo with a
girl and a beast of a man, who
had the power to get you fired
from your Job, made a smirking
remark about her to you, would
you smash him In the jaw and
kick him out of your office
even If tho act caused an In-

definite postponement of your
wedding?

CHAPTER V Continued.

"I can't bollovo it, Murray. It's a
loaf out of tho book of Bcdlnm!
Tako a fair shot at it and sco whoro if
tho bullet landB: this ontiro crazy fako
Is built upon ono solitary, lonosomo
fact tho fact that wo'ro horo, with a
Job on our hands big onough to crcato
an active, prcsent-momon- t market for
labor and material. Thoro Is absolute-
ly nothing else behind tho bubblo I
blowing; If wo woro not hero tho Nl-

quola Improvement company would
novor havo been hoard oil"

Qrlalow laughed. "Your arguing that
twlco two makes four doesn't chango
tho Iridescent huo of tho bubblo," ho
volunteered. "If big monoy haB scon

sa chanco to skin somebody, tho nicro
fact that tho end of tho world Is duo
to como along down tho piko somo
day Isn't going to cut any obstructing
flguro. Wo'll all bo buying and soil-

ing cornor lots in Hosford's now city
boforo wo'ro a month older. Don't you
hellovo it?"

"I'll bollovo it when I soo it," was
Brouillard's reply; and with this tho
matter rostod for tho moment.

It was lator in tho day, an hour or
no after tho serving of tho hearty
Burpor in tho onginoers' moss tent,
that Ilroulllard was glvon to sco an-oth-

and still less tolorablo sido of
lila tomporary guest. Ilosford had
'como Into tho office to plant himself
solidly in tho makoshift easy chair for
tho Bmoklng of a big, black aitor-sup-po- r

cigar.
"I've boon looking ovor your rulos

and regulations, Droulllard," ho bo-ga-

after an interval of allonco which
Broulllard had boon caroful not to
break. "You'ro making a capital mis-
take in trying to transplant tho old
Connecticut bluo laws out horo. Your
.Tvorkingmon ought to havo tho right to
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"I Can't Believe It, Murray. It's a
Leaf Out of the Book of Bedlam!"

upend their monoy in any way that
nults 'om."

Broulllard was pointedly ocaupylng
himself at his desk, but ho looked up
long onough to say: "Whisky, you
moan?"

"That and other things. They toll
mo you don't allow any opon gam-

bling or any women horo outsldo of
tho families of tho workmon."

"Wo don't," was tho short rejoinder.
"That won't hold wator after wo got

things fairly In motion."
"It will havo to hold wator aB far

as wo aro concerned, if I havo to build
a etockado around tho camp," snapped

.Brouil!ard.
Hosford's heavy faco wrlnklod itBolf

in a mlrthlosa smllo. "You'ro nutty,"
too remarked. "When I find a man
bearing down hard on all tho Httlo
vij.eB, it always makes mo wonder
what's tho namo of tho corking big ono
lib Is trying to cover up."

8ioc there was obviously no pcaco- -

1

ful roply to bo mado to this, Broulllard
bont lower over his work and Bald
nothing. At every frosh stop in tho
forced acquaintance tho nowcomcr
was painstakingly developing now an-

tagonisms. Sooner or later, Broulllard
know, it would como to nn open rup-tur- o,

but ho was hoping that tho actual
hostilities could bo postponed until
after Hosford had worn out his tom-
porary wolcomo as a guest In tho engi-
neers' mess.

For a timo tho big man in tho easy
chair Bmoked on in sllenco. Then ho
began again:

"Say, Broulllard, I saw ono Httlo girl
today that didn't bolong to your

outfit, and sho's a peach;
camo riding down tho trail with her
brother from that mlno up on tho to
south mountain Masslngalo, isn't it?
By Jovol sho fairly mado my mouth
water!"

Inasmuch as no man can read field-note- s

when tho pago has suddenly o

a rod blur, Broulllard looked up.
"You nro my guest, In a way, Mr.

Ilosford; for that reason I can't very
well toll you what I think of you."
So much ho was ablo to say quietly.
Then tho control mechanism burned
out in a flash of fiery rago and ho
cursed tho guest, fluently and compre
hensively, winding up with a crudo
nnd savago threat of dismombermont

ho should ovor vonturo so much as
to namo Miss Masslngalo again in tho
thrcatencr'B hearing.

Hosford sat up slowly, and his big
faco tuniod darkly red.

"Weill" ho broke out. "So you'ro
that kind of a flro-cato- aro you?

didn't supposo anything Uko that
ovor happened outsldo of tho ten-cen- t

shockers. Wako up, man; this is tho
twontloth century we'ro living in.
Don't look at mo that way I"

But tho wnvo of InBano wrath was
already subsiding, and Broulllard, half
ashamed of tho momontary lapso Into
savagery, was onco moro scowling
down at tho pages of his notobook,
when tho door oponcd and Qulnlan,
tho operator, camo In with a commu-
nication fresh from tho Washington
wlro. Tho messago was an indirect
roply to Hosford's telegraphed apical
to tho higher powors. Broulllard read
It, stuck it upon tho fllo, and took a
roll of blueprints from tho bottom
drawer of his desk.

"Horo nro tho drawings for your
power Installation, Mr. Hosford," ho
Bald, handing tho roll to tho man 'in
tho chair. And a Httlo later ho went
out to cmoko a plpo in tho open air,
loavlng tho mossago of inquiry ho had
intended to sond unwritten.

w CHAPTER VI
Symptomatic

Por somo few minutes tho two oh
tho cabin porch mado no attompt to
talk, but when tho rumbling thunder
of tho oro-ca- r which tho older Mas-
slngalo was pushing ahead of htm into
tho mlno had died away In tho sub-
terranean distances Broulllard bogan
again.

"I do got your paint of viow somo-times,-"

ho said. "Civilization, or what
stands for it, does havo a way of
shrinking into Uttlonoss, not to say
cheapness, when ono can got tho
propor porspoctlvo. And your lifo up
horo on Chlgrlngo has given you tho
needful dotachod point of viow."

Tho troublo shadowo in tho oyoa of
tho young woman who was sitting In
tho flshnot hammock gavo nlaco to a
smllo of gontlo dorislon.

"Do you cail that civilization?" Bho
doraanded, indicating tho straggling
now town sproadlng itself, mapllko, in
tho valloy bolow.

"I supposo it 1b ono form of It. At
least it is civilization In tho making.
Everything has to havo somo sort of a
beginning."

MIbb MnBslngalo acquiesced in a
Httlo uptllt of her perfectly rounded
chin.

"Just tho samo, you don't protond to
say you aro enjoying It," sho said in
manifest doprecatlon.

"Oh, I don't know. My work 1b down
thoro. A fow weeks ago I was right-
eously hot. It scorned so crudely un-
necessary to Btart a plgeon-plucklu- g

match at this distance from Wall
stroot."

"But now," eho quorled "now, I sup-
poso, you havo bocomo reconcllod?"

"I nm growing moro philosophical,
lot us say. Thoro aro JuBt about so
many pigeons to bo pluckod, anyway;
thoy'd molt if thoy woron't plucked.
And it may ns well bo dono horo as
on tho stock exchange, whon you como
to think of It."

"I Hko you lonst whon you talk that
way," Bald tho young woman in tho
hammock, with open-oyo- d frankness.
"Do you do it ns other men do? Just
to hoar how it souudB?"

Broulllard, Bitting on tho top stop
of tho porch, loaned his head against
tho porch pout and laughed.

"You know too much a lot too
much for a person of your tondcr
years," ho asserted. "Which names
ono moro of tho charming collection
of contradictions which your fathor or
mother or somebody had tho temerity
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to label 'Amy sweetest and most
seraphic of diminutives."

"If you don't like ray namo " sho
began, and thon sho wont off at an-

other tnngont. "Ploaso toll mo why I
am a 'collection of contradictious.' "

Brouillard's gazo wont past tho
shapely Httlo flguro In tho string hnm-moc- k

to loso itsolf In tho far Timan-yon- i
distances.

"You aro a bundle of surprises," ho
said, letting tho musing thought Blip
Into speech. "What can you possibly
know about my thoflghts?"

Sho mado a funny Httlo grimaco at
him. "It was 'contradictions' a mo-mo-

ago and now it is 'surprises.'
Which rominds mo, you havon't told
mo why I am a 'collection.' "

"Oh, I can cataloguo them it you
push mo to It. Ono minuto you aro
tho Madonna lady that I can't recall,
calm, roposeful, truthful,- - and all that,
you know so truthful that thoso child-Hk- o

eyes of yours would mako a stut
tering imbccllo of tho man who should
como to you with a Ho In his mouth."

"And tho next minuto?"
"Tho next minuto you aro a witch,

laughing at tho man's Httlo weak-
nesses, putting your finger on them as
accurately as if you could read his
soul, holding thorn up to your ridicule
and what's much worses to his own.
At Buch times your Insight, or what-ovo- r

you chooso to call It. Is enough
glvo a man a fit of 'seeing things.' "
Her laugh was Hko a schoolgirl's,

light-hearte- ringing, dellclously unre-
strained.

"What a plcturo!" sho commented.
And then: "I can draw a better ono
of you, Monslour Victor do Broull-
lard."

"Do It," ho dared.
"Very well, then: Onco upon a tlmo
It was a good whllo ago, I'm afraid

you wero a very upright young man.
You would cheerfully havo died for a
principlo in thoso days, and you would
have allowed tho onomy to cut you up
into cunning Httlo inch cubes beforo
you would havo admitted that any pig-
eon was over mado to bo plucked."

Ho was smiling mirthlessly, with tho
black mustaches taking tho sardonic
upcurvo.

"Then whnt happened?"
"Ono of two things, or maybo both

of them. You wero pushed out into
tho life rnco with somo sort of a
handicap. I don't know what It was
or is. Is that true?"

Ho nodded gravely. "It Is all truo
enough. You haven't added anything
moro than a graceful Httlo touch hero
and thero. Who has been telling you
all thoso things about me? Not
Grizzy?"

"No, not Murray Grlslow; It was tho
man you think you know best in all
tho world who Is also probably tho
ono you know tho least yoursolf."

"Good heavens! Am I really such a
trausparont egoist as all that?"

"All men aro egoists," Bho answered
calmly. "In somo tho ego Is sound
and clear-oye- d and strong; In othora
It ia weak In tho Bamo way that paB-slo- n

is weak; it will sacriflco all It has
or hopos to havo in somo sudden fury
of

Sho sat up and put hor hands to her
hair, and ho was frco to look away,
down upon tho great ditch whoro tho
endless chain of concreto buckets
added to tho deep and widespread
foundations of tho dam. Across tho
rlvor a group of hidden sawmills sang
tholr raucous song. In tho middle dls-tanc- o

tho camp-tow- n city spread
its roughly Indicated Btroots ovor tho
valloy level, tho tall chlmnoy stacks
of tho new comont plant wero rising,
and from tho quarries boyond tho
plant tho dull thunder of tho blasts
drifted up.

This was not Brouillard's first visit
to tho cabin on tho Masslngalo claim
by many. In tho oarllest stages of tho
valloy activities Smith, tho Buckskin
cattleman, had been Amy Masslngalo's
escort to tho reclamation camp "Just
a couplo o' lookorB," in Smith's phrase

and tho unconventional nltltudoB
had dono tho rest. From that day for-
ward tho young woman had hospitably
oponod her door to Broulllard and his
assistants, and any member of tho
corps, from Loshlngton tho morose,
who commonly camo to sit In solemn
sllonco on tho porch step, to Griffith,
who had lost Ills youthful heart to
Miss Masslngalo on hlB first visit, was
wolcomo.

M CHAPTER VII S
A Turn in the Trait

For Broulllard It had soomod tho
most natural thing In tho world to fall
undor tho spoil of enchantment. Ho
know next to nothing of tho young
woman's Hfo story; he had not cared
to know. It had not occurred to him
to wonder how tho daugbtor of a man
who drilled and shot tho holos In his
own mlUQ should havo tho gifts and
bolonglngs whon sho choso to display
thorn of a woman of a much wider
world. It was enough for him that sho
was plquantly attractive In any char- -

actor and that ho found hor marvol-ousl- y

stimulating and, uplifting. On
tho dayB whon tho dovll of morosoness
and Irritability possessed and mad-
dened him ho could climb to tho cabin
on high Chlgrlngo and find sanity. It
waB a koon Joy to bo with her, nnd up
to tho present this had sufficed.

"Egoism Is moroly another namo for
tho oxprosBloa of a vital nood," ho
Bald aftor tho divagating pauso, do-fini-

tho word moro for his own sat-
isfaction than in

"You may put it in that way if you
ploaso," sho returned gravoly. "What
is your nood?"

Ho Rtatod it conciscuV, "Morov a
lot of ir.

"Hoc lingular!" fho laughci. 3ho
got out of tho hammock and camo to
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lean, with hor hands behind hor,
against tho opposlto porch post. "But
tell mo, what would you do with your
pot of rainbow gold If you should
find It?"

Broulllard rose and straightened
hlmsolf with his arms over his head
Hko an athloto testing his muscles for
tho rocord-bronkln- g event.

"What would I do? A number of
thlng3. But first of all, I think, I'd
buy tho prlvllego of telling somo worn-n-n

that I lovo her."
Sho waa sllont for so long a tlmo

that ho looked at hla watch and
thought of going. But nt tho deciding
Instant sho hold him with a low-spoke- n

question.
"Docs it dato back to tho handicap?

You needn't tell mo if you don't want
to."

"It does. And there is no reason
why I shouldn't toll you tho simple
fact. Whon my father died ho left mo
a debt a debt of honor; and It must
bo paid. Until It Is paid but I am
8uro you understand."

"Quito fully," sho responded quickly,
nnd now thero was no trnco of levity
in tho swpotly serious tone. "Is it
much? so much that you can't "

Ho nodded and sat down again on
tho porch stop. "Yes, it la big enough
to go In a class by Itself in round
numbers, a hundred thousand dollars."

"Horrora!" sho gasped. "And you
aro carrying that millstone? Must you
carry it?"

"If you know tho circumstances you
would bo tho first to say that I must
carry it, and go on carrying it to tho
end of tho chnpter."

"But but you'll nover bo free!"
"Not on a government salary," ha

admitted. "As a matter of fact, it
takes moro than half of tho salary to
pay tho premiums on pshaw! Let'a
drop It."

Sho was looking boyond him and her
voice was quick with womanly sympa
thy when sho said: "If you could drop
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"But Tell Me, What Would You Do
With Your Pot of Rainbow Gold?"

it but you can't. And it changes
for you, distorts everything,

colors your entire life. It's heart-
breaking!"

This was dangerous ground for him
and ho know it. In tho ardor of young
manhood ho had takon up tho vicari-
ous burden dutifully, and at that time
his renunciation of tho things that
other men strovo for seemed tho light
est of tho many fetterlngs. But now
lovo for a woman was threatening to
mako tho renunciation too grievous to
bo hocno.

"How did you know?" he queried cu-
riously. "It does chango thingB. I'd
sell anything I've got, savo one, for t
chanco at the freedom that other men
havo and don't valuo."

"What is the ono thing you wouldn't
sell?" sho questioned, and Broulllard
choso to discover a gently quickened
interest in the clear-seein- g eyes.

"My lovo for tho for somo woman.
I'm saving that, you know. II la tho
only capital I'll havo whon tho big
debt Is paid."

"Do you want mo to bo frivolous
or sorlous?" sho asked, looking down
at him with tho grimacing Httlo smllo
that always romlnded him of a caress.
"I havo boon wondorlng whether sho
Is or isn't worth tho offort and tho,
reservation you mako. Bocauso it ia
all in that, you know. You can do and
bo what you want to do and bo if
you only want to hard onough."

Ho was looking down, chiefly bo-
causo ho dared not look up, when ho
nnswored soberly: "Sho Is worth
it many times ovor; hor price Is abovo
rubles. Monoy, much or little, wouldn't
bo in it"

"That is better much bettor. Now
wo may go on to tho ways and means;
thoy aro all in tho man, not in tho
things, 'not nono whatsoever,' as Tig
would say. Lot mo Bhow you what I
moan. Throe times within my recol
lection my fathor has boon worth ly

moro than you owo, and
throo tlmos ho has well, it's gone.
And now ho Is going to mako good
again when tho railroad comeB."

Broulllard got up.
"I must bo going back down tho

hill," ho Bald. And thon, without warn-
ing: "What If I should toll you that
tho railroad Is not coming to tho Nl
quota, Amy?"

Do you think that Amy will
conduct a little flirtation with
the despised Hosford, In order
to aid her father, If she flnda
out that Hosford can bring tho
railroad to Nlquola or keep It
away?

ITO 1JE CONTINUED.)

Beaiifthfl Homes

THE. LANGE,

ANILA Is a city of beautiful

M homes and extremely plctur-esqu- o

surroundings, tho col-

orful Orient blended with
tho practical convenience of tho Occi-
dent, according to a writer In tho Now
York Sun.

In tho early dayo, from 1900 to 1903,
there was great difficulty In finding
suitable homes for civilians and quar-
ters for ofllcors of tho army. At pres-
ent in and nbout the city thero aro
many attractive dwellings, rearranged
Spanish houses and thoroughly

bungalows. Possibly ono might
criticize tho intimate way in which
some of tho pretty concreto bungalows
aro huddled, two or threo together, on
a plot of land which, In Singapore or
Colombo, would be cdnsidercd inade-
quate for the grounds of ono home.
Inside, however, tho tiny house is
luminously fresh and clean. If you aro
an American, tho condensed con-

venience of It all may compensate to
a degree for tho restricted lawn. It Is
tho spirit of practicality moved
Btralght over to the Philippines from
tho United States, which builds two
houses where ono should be.

Comparatively few Americans havo
built homes of their own. Mostly they
havo lived In tho old Spanish houses,
which arc exceedingly commodious
and picturesque, but often rather
prlmltlvo as regards sanitary arrange-
ments. Thoy aro solidly constructed
to keep out the heat of the sun and
also tho typhoons.

Tho sliding windows with their
many small panes of opalescent oys-

ter shell can enclose the house com-
pletely against ravaging wind and
rain. Thoro is invariably a stono
paved courtyard where, beforo tho
days of automobiles, the carriages
woro kept. Tho family occupied tho
upper story, whllo tho servants' quar-

ters wero on tho ground floor. TJieso
wero never moro than two stories be-cau-

of possible earthquakos. As a
rule, tho stable was underneath, or
near tho kitchen, and the horses wero
brought around from tho back and
harnessed to tho carrlago in tho front
courtyard.

The iron barred windows of Spanish
times aro seen always in Manila, even
in tho modern, bungalows. Thoy af-

ford excellent protection against ma
raudors, both animal and human.

Typical High Class Dwelling.
The Inner eiitranco, paved with

blocks of Btono, leads by tho tiled
steps and hallway on tho ground floor.
Boyond nro tho servants quarters and
kitchen. To tho left beforo entering
the dining room is tho room of tho
No. 1 boy or major-dom- who super-
intends tho household and must bo al-

ways on hand. In a typical dwolllng
of tho better class tho comldor, or
dining room, has a tiled floor, barred
windows and furniture of tho beauti-
ful native hard wood, narra, which
resembles mahogany. Tho table,
which seats twelvo personB, 1b of ono
plcco of narra.

Tho walls of tho stairway aro deco-
rated with very old temple hangings
nnd Moro scarfs, intricately woven by
hand nnd vividly colored. Frequently
tho stairway leads dlroctly Into tho
largo middle sala, which is a combina-
tion of hall and drawing room. Walls
and celling aro covered with cloth
which Is painted or frescoed. In tho
sala illustrated the frescoing 1b in soft
pink.

Tho chairs, of woven sea grass and
bamboo, aro painted white nnd uphol-
stered In pink flowered chintz. Odd-Bhapo- d

pieces of blackwood and narra
furnituro aro all about, and ancient
and curious embroideries, prints and
brasses' adorn walls and tables. All
the rooms aro wonderfully amplo and
airy. Floors, doorB, blinds and all
woodwork finishings aro of oxqulslto
natlvo timber.

The largo black sala, In cool bluo,
opens on a veranda which faces tho
Bea. Hero ono has a Buporb viow of
outgoing and incoming ships in tho
natural harbor, guarded on olther side
by mountainous Marivelos and Corre-gldo-r.

Around tho rooms, which are
on tho weather sido of tho house, runs
a galerla, or small corridor, perhaps
four foot wide. In tlmo of severest
typhoons It can bo entlroly enclosed
bo as to Bholter tho rooms In -- as the
sliding wlndowB are not sufficient

MIDDLE. SALA.

Natives and many Amoricans sleep
on the Filipino beds. Thoy nro of nar-

ra, four posted and often extravagant-
ly and beautifully carved. Tho can-
opy over tho top holds tho necessary
mosquito curtain. Thoro Is a border
of the wood about four Inches wldo
and tho rest of tho bed is precisely
Hko a cano seated chair. Over this
tho natlvo spreads a straw mat or
"potato" and a sheet. Tho American
makes a concession to temperato
sono comfort by having a. mattress to
fit over tho woven cano.

Thero aro no cupboards in tho Span-

ish houses nor indeed in the newer
dwellings of American designing. Be
cause of tho Intense humidity during
tho rainy season built-i- n closets would
not bo advisable. Wardrobes of na-
tlvo camegon or narra wood and or-

namented with dollcato carving con-
tain ono's clothing.

Tho Filipino as a servant is gener-
ally a success. Well and carefully
trained ho Is a joy. "Ho" It invariably
Is, for only muchachos or boys aro
employed for household duties. In
ago ho may range from sixteen to
sixty, but ho Is always called "boy.''

Families who havo lived In tho Phil-
ippines for Boveral years Insist upon
tho native costumo for their servantB.
Tho muchachos of tho old timo Eng-
lish and Spanish families woro alwayB
tho costumo of their country. It con-

sists of looso white duck or drill trous-
ers and an uppor garment of white
called a "camisa China" like a laun-
dered shirt with stiff bosom and
turned down collar. It is worn, how-ove- r,

loosely outside of the trousers.
Chinolas, soft heellcss slippers, may
complete tho outfit, but It Is tho ac-

cepted custom for tho boys to go about
tho house barefooted. It has been ob-

served that If muchachos aro allowed
to dress in American fashion they aro
apt to stop over and boyond tho lim-
its of their calling.

Heat Is Not Distressing.
Manila is not so distressingly warm

as is sometimes supposed. Although
tropical In climate, tho heat never
reaches tho fierce height of summers
in Now York and Chicago. There Is
a fresh brcezo from tho sea in tho hot
test season, April, May and Juno.
Even at that timo Manila is not as
enervating or humldly hot ob Singa-
pore or Colombo.

Thoro has been much to correct in
a sanitary and hygienic way. Natural-
ly In tho fight for cleanliness, somo
of tho picturesque bits of tho medie-
val town havo been sacrificed.

Still, oven with its modern hotels
and clubs, trolleys and automobiles,
at each turn ono comes Into contact
with somo oriental bit of local color.
At ono moment you pass n marvelous
old church full of quaintly delicate
wood carvings, conturios old. Tho
mosquelike domo of tho archbishop's
palace gleams whito through tho palms
as ono strolls along the Malecon drive
Through tho streotB follow each other
in a vivid, variegated flood of irides-
cent color, bluo and purplo clothed
China folk, gayly klmonoed Japanese,
turbancd Sikhs, American sailors and
soldiers, whito robed Jesuit prlosts
and brown garbed Cnpuchln monko,
and Filipino women In tho brilliant
plaid skirts and rainbow hued cam-isa- a

of their natlvo costume.
Nowhoro In tho world la thoro a

promenade moro dlstlnctivo and
than the Luneta of Manila.

Horo at five In tho afternoon juvonlle
Manila assembles with its nurses and
amahs, to romp on tho volvoty greons-war- d

and rovol In tho frosh broozen
from tho bay. At six tho concert be-

gins and tho flood of carriages and
automobiles revolves slowly around
tho Lunota.

Night falls swiftly ,ln tho tropics.
At seven tho concert come3 to a fin-

ish, and at tho opening notes of "The
Star Spangled Banner" whito uni-

formed army ofllcors descend from
their carriages and stand nt attention,
and civilians, prlvato soldlors and
Bailors, and tho Immonso and motley
crowd of Filipinos listen respoctfully,
hat In band, till tho last strains nro
ended. Then tho lamps on tho nulo-mobll-

and carriages flicker Into light
111 thn',(JhUl3 nr hugo fireflies and till
.uuila h.utei'1 n7ay In tho luminous

darr. bluo bounty of tho blosaov
Bcentod tropic night to dlno.
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